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Prima que vitam dedit hora, carpſit. 


Even that firſt hour wherein man lives, 
Takes one hour from the lite it gives. * 
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THE MOST YER TYO 7 $ 
AND THEREFORE MOST 
DESERYEDLY HONOURED LADY, 


Mis eALICE PITT, 


oo With all due Service and Devotion is hum- 
bly Dedicated the following E r s s y: 


At the Funerals of her onely , and worthily 
Beloved Sonne Mr G. P 
MaDaM, 
49Ince You can be ſo Charitably kind, 
pB/Yg Tolet us ſhare the Bleſrz»gs of your Mind, 
4s l \ Since of the Comforts of your Wombe, your Son, 
3 You could allow me part ; and ſtill hgd done, 
_ Had not our wretched lives curſ 4 Miſtreſſes 
S ' His Progreſle Fear 'd, Envy'd our Happineſſe. 
| A2 


It ſeems But j»/f,I ſhould be ſhater to, 
As of your” Toyes before, ſoe ſorrows now. 

Nat they to joy with you , it had but bin 

My Miſery, *twcre , not to (grieve, my. ſin 

That was my Priv'ledge , This my auety 1; 

That Gratitude Commands , Religion this. 

Nor dare I mourne by halves, The whole man he, 
Muſt weare noe party- colour'd livory: 

Such as indeed the joy-diſſembling Heire 

i Too oft at's Father's funerall ſeems to weare; 
when turne him inſide.ont , you'll eas'ly find 1 
Much &4if*ring colours in his cloak and Mind. 
My ſorrow's die'd in eraine I onely have 
Juſt ſo much [fe as keeps me from the grave. 
Your Bownty cloaths the outward man in black, 
His Death would not allow my ſowle to lack 
Her Mowurnine-ſuit; who in reſpect to you 
Has clad her Maid all in cloſe mourning t00. 
Your Gooaneſſe calls on one; and here you ſee, 
4 ky My bold griefe multiplies that oe to three, 


Upon 


UMI 


Upon the weak faffe of a ſplitted Quill, 
My Creeple- Muſe comes halting up the Hill; 
And humbly at your fee? does proſtrate tall, 

The devont'ſt mourner at this Funerall, 

Your ſer7ows rai{'d her from that Bed of eaſe, 
Where ſhe fo long had hngg'd her own dtſeaſe; 
f.nd had expir'dlong 1iuce, a prey to death, 

But that your 24s brought a ſupply of breath, 
Hearing your groans , the ſtarted up, and ſee 

No Sz appear, ſhe ſtraight cries out — 'T he ! 
And with a trembling eye, roaving about, 
Atlength ſhe ſpies that mournfull Ha xxovy out, 
Seeing this * two-top'd Hill (for now there's odds 


* The tro" tods 


Betwixt your houſe and that which once was God's: re tc Church 
and your bouſe, 


Though theſe made oe, 'till ſome more wiſe then we 


Durſt preach it Schiſmeto live in unity.) 

Seeing theſe tops two blackeſt clonds o'reſhade 
(God's frown the one, your ſadneſie other made:) 
She calls it her Parnaſiz, and does run 


In haſt, to take leave of her ſetting ſun. 
A 3 The 


The Derty inſpir'd her was your Soy, 

Whoſe vertucs made your teares her Heltcon. 
But may this fountaine ſooz run dry! that ſtreame 

No more occaſ1on'd on ſo ſad a themc! 

O rather may my-Muſes /aft breath be 

Exhal'din this unwelcome Elegic! 

O may ſhe rather ſpend her yufick Richme 

Upon the reigning vices of the time, 

And with her bctters only reap theſe gaines, 

An happy Curſe of Silence for her pains! 

Had ſhe not inthis ſz which ſhe has done, 

Serv'd the ſad mother more then happy ſon; 

She had not in ſo deep a note (at down, 

And groan'd : But up to Heav'n had /iown 

In lofty numbers; ſuch as might become 

The Sainted off-ſpring of your happy wombe. 

I cannot blame your love, which did contrive 

So many wales to keep this Flow'r alive - 

Though in a lovely garden here he grew, 

Made for ſuch Flow'rs alone as he and you - 

Though 


Though you did well thoſe lawful hopes to nouriſh, 
To ſee himin this garden thrive and floriſh: 
Though ſuch endeavonrs with Religion ſtand, 
Yet did your pray'rs ſtill contradict your hand: 
You wiſh'd him b/eft, your own experience ſhows 
That no man's /o before to heaw's he goes. 
I know you grudge him not his early reſt, 
Nor think his blefing eſſe, 'cauſe ſo ſoon bleſt, 
Who ſooneſt goes this journey, runs his race 
With as much eaſe as ſpeed, and takes his place 
Higheſt in Heav'n; we who ſtay here pehind, 
Laden with ſins and ſorrows, we ſhall-find 
The entrance much more hard, and there muſt be 
Content to {it lower by much. then he, 
This is your Bleſſing, :that for feav ateen yeares . 
You have peſſeſſ'd what now yauileſe withzZeares. 
' hat heav'n intr»ſfted you with that rich prize, 
In love of which 2 ſelfe did ſympathize 
With you and #5: That you have been ſo long 
His Nrſe, till he can ſpeak the Angells tongne. 
And 


( 


And beares h's part in-that ſweet guize, ehac I 19 
Loud Halelujahstotheir God and Kine: 
May that bright Glory, which now Crowncs the Son, 
Attend the Mother when hcr race is run! 
T pi. yow meet wheyeiendleſſe comforts may, 
And ſhall mak't an eternall Holiday, FI 
Till when my 'alter'd Calender ſhall bet 
Two letters forms zay-in every yeare. ; 
A black one for? your loſſe, another Red 
To ſignifieh happy day he ſped 
In Heav'n ;'May all:the vertuous family. 
Still zve ſo innocent, ſo happy ate! 
May Heav'ns wartne rayes revive yonr joies and keep 
Your Hopes awake; untill your” Bodtes ſleep 
In peacefull-Graves , and al your Soules do flye 
In iriumph'up to Immortality! 
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ROGER EERSALLEERER Þ kk 
PSP PRBOPOPBRPEBPDODS OS 


ON 
The Early, but happy death, of the 
very Hopefull young Gentleman, 


my once moſt dear, and Honou- 


red friend, GeorGs PITT 
| Eſk: | 
Dying of an hereditary Con ſumption 
at 17 yeares of age. 


2-42 Hus flitting are our beſt of Joyes, and this 


* F \ 4 
4, 


» The miſery attends #00 early bliſſe; 

= Tohave afriend which I muſt loſe! O bleſſe 
Me (Heavens) with no ſuch fading happineſle! 
Whilſt here I breath, O let me rather be 


As free from friends, as Immortality! 


So ſhall no dying joy to me bequeath 
A living ſorrow by its haſty Death, 
<« Sorrow hath to the height its ſelfe improv'd, 
«When we have /of} what we can ſay we lov'd. 
B What 


(2) 
W hat ſhall I call »»y Paſſion then, who have 
' Bury'd more then one Heavenin bs Grave? 
I lov'd and loft, to tell you what, and whey, 
Were but to /ove and loſe him o're again, | 
Great Griefs are dumb, in thele ſad lines ] ſhow, 
What *tis my Griefe would {ay were it not ſo. 
What others might call words, here are but weak 
Expreſſions , onely fiznes that I would ſpeak. 
Could I ſpeak out, my lines ſhould have no ex, 
M y Griefe bee'ng more then words can comprehend, 
And yetno wonder, if each feh, eachreare, 
Falling upon 44 duſt new-moulded were, 
And unto ws articulate now ſeeme, 
Rebounding from ſo Elegant a theme, 
As Memnon's ſtatue without ſoul or ſenſe, 
When warm'd and mov'd by th* pow'rfull 1nfluence 
Ot Heaven above, did ſeem in gratitude 
To bl:ſſe the power whence 'twas with /zfe indu'd: 
So may his ſizing ſoul, which now is gone 
Triumphant far above the Stars and Sur, 

Dart 
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(3) 
Dart down a Courteows and enlivenine ray, > 
To attuate our ſouls, as thoſe our clay; 
And makeus ſuch in'eed as he ſhould have 
All ſpeaking monuments about his grave, 
Till then, like one whole /oſſes ſtrike him dumbe, 
With this ſad Paper on my breft I come, 
And mourne before thy Herſe, ſuch Griefe's expreſt 
Beſt by a ſlent tongue, and vocal breſt: 
For theſe ſad words intheſe white ſheets, they be 
The walking Ghoſts of my dead Poetry. 


Which haunt thy Grave; the place which does encloſe 


More of my #reaſure then the world yet knows: 
More then I have to loſe again, and more 
Then richeſt nature can againe reſtore, 
More then my hepes can aime at here, or can 
Be recompens d in one that's mcerly man. 
A treaſure can indeed no more be ls? 
Then be forgot, 'tis but ſecur'dat moſt: 
Since 't lies ſo ſafe, what's left, I'll caſt all ing 
This Mzte-devotion of my widdow'd Pen 
B 2 Could 


(4) 


Could fghs breath'd out from ſorrow's clouded neſt, 
(Call [t thy living tomb or my dead breſt) 
Prevaile and blow thee back againe: or teares 
Shour don thy Corps raiſe a new ſpring of years: 
Could Sobbes and dolefull eroans, ſent from the heart, 
(The laſt ſad Gaſps wherein our hopes depart) 
Or'be ſo pow'rfull, as to mollifie 
The Fates, or make thee think it iz to die. 
Thy friends, whom thy far- ſpreading death berett 
of Joyes, and ſexſeleſſe as thy body lett, 
Would borrow of ſurviving paſſion, 
To anteaate thy reſurreion. 
Could wbiteft Innocence with ſweetnefie raix'd, 
Could Piety in Reſolution fix'd, 
Could 7nward Grace in outward beauty (et 
As true Gold .in a Gilded Cabinet 
Could ſweeteſt Inclinations in a mind 
Not warp dby favour, nor through paſſion blind; 
Could (what's 4 miracle) a pious youth 
Ag d in Devotion and Religion's Growth, 
Could 
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(5) 

Could each or all of theſe have ſet a rate 
Upon a mortall, death might wvenerate, 
And through rel:g:0n be afraid to weare 
Thole ſacrilegions ſpoils it now does here: 
We had ezjoy'd him longer, and in him 
Thoſe vertues which ſo beautifi'd the Gemme, 

Wer't thou no more({weet ſoul) but as of late 
My deareſt Freind, I durſt expoſtulate 
With death and ſickneſſe, and thus ſeem to be 
In danger of a name in Poetry. 


| Could 7hyeats or flatt'ries, force or woe the Grave, 


Onely to take what aged nature gave: 
Could dire Anathemaes belch'd out with noiſe 
(The loudeſt thunder of a Poet's voice) 
Fright death, and excommunicate diſeaſe 
I'm ſurethou had'it not bin ſo ſoop at eale? 
I know not which had giv'n more cauſe have griey'd 
That now thou die'ft, or then ſo many liv'd. 
Were vertne but a name in thee, no doubt 
Our words might ſwell fo big as ſpeak it out: 
B 3 Or 


(6) 

Or were our ſorrow paſſion, Reaſon might 
Enter the liſts and hope to wiz the fight: 
But 'tis above this ſtraine we mourne, not one 
Forc'd Sigh we have, ſtrain'd tear, or modtſh Groane: 
Such as the zealous Hypocrite puts on 
When he ſhoz/d mourn tor's /oft Religion. 
No mourners of the Poſte, whole Griet's a trade, 
W ho arm'd with Iron words, ſo come t' invade 
Death with their Execrations, murther fate 
With Curſes as prophane, as then tos late. 
Our ſforrow's Chriſtian, and our verſes be 
Our due Devetion,no ſtarch'd Elegic. 

True, he whoſe dryer ſoul would boaſt a power 
Beyond what's mortall, and forbear to /howy 
Down penfive tears upon thy aſhes, muſt 
Crumbling to aſhes too, mix with thy duſt: 
None can but grieve for thy Mortality 
Except a ſoul that's much more dead then thee. 
And yet heonly mourns arizht, that ſhows 


A ſoul as innocent as vertuous: 
As 


(7) 

As thine, whoſe a&ons write inſteed of Criefe 
Anharmleſſe Comment on thy ſpotleſſe life. 

A life ſo good, ſo chaft, it ſeem'd to give 
Us a ſhort taſt of that which Angels live: 
And what's moſt true in al Goods here we meet, 
This was its Commendation, Short and ſweet. 
The faireſt morning of a man, the daws 
Of an #ternall day; On's clay was drawn 
The lovely'ſt pidture of alowely'r ſoul, 
On thi the Divine Image almoſt whole, 


q Man 1n his ſtature, in's forme more then may, 

In pureſt Innocence a Chriſtian. 

His nature ſofs, his body ſuch as ſole 

From Heav'n a lodging for ſo ſweet a ſoul. 

Nature (as in the Zrmize) fairly drew 

His duties Embleme in his ſpotlefpe hue. 

Who ſo obſerv'd that rareſt ca#ti0» which 

Appear'd, when e're he was to paſle the ditch 

Wherein too many welter and lie drown'd, 

Chuſing the ſofteſt not the firmeſt groung, 
Would 


(8) 
Would almoſt ſay more then in Complement 
Nature, not vertne made him Innocent, 
To ſee ſo young a ſoule ſtand all alone 
I'ch' world, as vertue twixt {wo VICES, one ; 
Aſſaultednow by one, then by another, 
And neither /eaze to one, nor cringe to t'other, 
Made me firſt ſee the b»ſineſſe he had 
For Heav'n gave him no /eaſure to be bad, 
Whoſe race with ſo great haſte to Heav'n was run 
'T was almoſt finiſh'd ere we ſaw t begun . 
© pious ſoule ! who know'ſt no paralel!, 
To die ſo young when yet thou liv'dſt ſo well ! 
To ſee ſo choyce a Gemme lye all alone 
Amid ſt a croud, and yet caught up by none 
Mult ſpeake a vertue more then naturall 
Which ſtruck that ſecret rev'rence into all . 
To ſee ſo faire a flower oft beſet 
With weeds and thiſtles , and to flouriſh yer 
Retain it's Beauty andits ſent, and be 
Ev n gearded by 't's malignant Enemie , 
Argues 


(9) 


Argues 4 vi20ur morethen Earth can give, 
And more then ought but Heaven Could receive. 
Thoſe pritty tempting bates which lyeand hemme 
Youth in, and prey on thoſe would feaſt on them, 
Couldin his more reſolve Count'nance move 
A ſmile at moſt, and of aiſdain, not love. 
Thoſe thundring Oaths, the higheſt Embloſ'd Pride 
Of brave diſcourſe, which the ſwolne Deicide 
Enam lling all his talke with that rude grace 
Ina Br avaab ſpits in Heav'ns pure face. 
Spread ſuch an horroxr o're his ſoule, as't ſeem'd 
The tender {t part of what was thus Blaſphem'd, 
So conſtant at's Devotion, as though 
His ſoule did »othive but his Heaven know. 
How eaſ ly went that ſoule to God, each day 
Which made it thus it's #aske to learne that way ! 
For him to goe to Heaven, 'twas no more 
But trace the foot ſteps he had made before: 
Knowing that he muſt run, that wins the Goale, 
It was his care thus oft to breath his ſoule « 
C What 


(10} 
What e're might bring to Heav'n,to him 'twas all 
Becomes (o pertetly habitual 
It was as bard for him to do amiſſe 
As'twas for others to obtaine their blifle , 
W here others with amazement gaze and ſpie 

A Phancy'd luſtre which puts out the eye, 
He ſaw, and ſeeing !o4th'd, and loathing ſhur'd; 
Did not his reaſon; with his ſexſe confound . 
His words were ſuch, as onely hi could be 
Sweet perfumes breath'd from that rich Spicery 
Which did embalme his ſoule whil'& here it lay 
Bury'd within it's Sepalchre of clay. 
He liv'd, as if his 4rrand hither were 
To beg of each a paſſion, each a pray'r . 
So Heaw'nly were his ſoul's ſweet motions all 
To reſt below had been unnaturall. 
So doth that noble element of fire 
Fight with it's fuef/ and to heav'n aſpire, 
And when that's vayguiſt/d, and it »pwards gone, 
Lives the mare pure though atter ſeen by none. 

His 
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(11) 
His buſnefſe here below was not to waft. 
A life, or ſtay 'cill ſome few minutes pals'd; 
All that he came to doe was th#, no where 
He had to leave's mortality but here. 
His bleſſed ſoul came hither bur to ſhew 
Thatall that goe to Heay'n mult this way goe: 
Had it been poſlible a ſoul ſhould boxnd 
So hizh withont a fal/upon the Ground, 
Could man enjoy zternall fe, and not 
Firſt dye, then had he never been forgot: (high, 
Heav'n would have priz'd ſuch jewe/{s much more 
Then toexpoſe them to each wwlgar eye. 
But ſince the pureſt D/"»20xd, ere it ſtand 
The prideand Glory of a Noble hand 
Muſt firſt endure the file, and not think much 
T' abide the Lapidarie's rude touch, 
Even ſo his richer ſoul now (ately ſet 
In God's more wide and Gloriows Cabinet, 
(Enamel rich as thoſe bright Orbes e're wore. ) 
Was here plac'd to be Cut and peliſh'd ore. 
C 2 Such 


(12) 

Such was his entertainment here, that day 
Which firft gave life, firſt took his health away. 
Born but to pradZice his mortallity, 

Only to learn how to be fick and aye. 

Nature grew jealoxs at his birth, ſhe ſaw 

A face ſo ſweet, ſo brave a ſoul, inawe 

Of her own work:ſhe ſtood, - and leſt it ſhould 
Grow more then man, and deific her mould, 
She ſent him not-abroad, but as we do 

Our Prifners; with his churliſh keeper too. 
His guard's a ſad diſeaſe, which does eflay 
To ftifle”s foul in his infe&ed clay. 

And when ſhe would have walk'd abroad, to view 
What Nature made of old, or Art anew, | 
Clapp'd bolts and ſhackles on each faculty, 
And made her life a death, who could not aje. 
Till /eaning too too heavy onthe wall, 

It had ſo weakx'd,caus'd at length its fall: 
Andnow the joyfull ſoul eſcaped'is 

Intoa fair zternity of bliſſe, 


LIM 


(13) 

O Happy ſoul, inthis thy mifery! 

For having try'4 ſo long what tis todie, 
Thou quickly did'ſt thy work, without all pain, 

And go'ſt to reft zternally again. 

Whilſt others drop or fumble in, Heav'ns gave 
Him leave to walke ſoftly into this grave. 

Such Flowr's are not c#t down, but draw# up hence 
By their bright Sire's. 4ttraFive influence. 

No ſudden raging Fever parch'd his clay, 

Andin an inſtant ſcorch'@ his life away: 

Bur, as wax in the Sun-ſhine, - when('t has felt... 
"That warmth, does rather ſweetly yeel then 4nelr- - 
And ſeems to ſmile upon its kinder fates, 

And to embrace the wounding raie$, dtlates |. 
And kindly ſpreads it's felte,/ant-wooes it's death. // 
Longing it's /aſt embraces to bequeath: 1» a 
So did his melting body yeelarng lie | 

Smiling upon'the Conrteons Crudliy. .-.. QA dT 
Otſuch a kzxd diſeaſe, which ineaclilinibe... - 
Did ſeem to waft it ſeife much more then hi#si | -* 
C 3 Who 
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(14) 
Who ſaw him breath his /aſ# would conclude thence, 
He whiſper'd Death ix's eareto fetch him hence. 
They ſeemd to ſtrive which ſhould yeeld firſt of theſe, 
His feeble body or his weak diſeaſe, 
He did eſpoufe his ficknefle, was i love 
With that which firſt conld ſeat his ſoule above. 
Angry with his Ph:{z:#ans, who did try 
To kill the-Death brought Immortality. 
His ſickneſle to his body was botn twin, 
As every ſoul fince Adam to it's fn, 
Such entire fr#exds that. both muſt be or neither 
Since both: were bore, both live, both dye together. 
But why miſcall we't ſicknefie or diſeaſe, * 
W hich is his Cond to #ternall eaſe? 
Which Heav 'n fent hicher with him, leſt when þurl-4 
Now here, now there in 2 ?#multuous world, 
He might forget where 'twas his buſ'nefle lay, 
This ſoftly pulls, and tells him that's the way, 
If ere it pizchdſo- hard, as fetch'da groan, 
It quickly ſends a ſlumber to atone . 


wo - + 


The 
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(15) 
The breach of friendſhip, as an early t«ſte 
Or ſoft preludium to xternall reſt , 
So like the ſiſters were in him, his breath, 
Did onely tel/ us which was ſleep, which death, 
His laſt ſucceſſive breathings did increaſe 
In ſuch proportion'd meaſures, that to ceaſe 
Did ſeem Impoſſible, what e're may be 
The adverſe diQates of Philoſophy. 
His breathings paſſ'd in ſuch proportion 
As each reſpefFed that eternal one. 

Whea by his long diſeaſe his patient breſt 
Did ſeem to be more then was fit oppreſt, 
And made us ſometimes over apt to ſay 
His ſpirit was as heavy as his clay, 

We ſinn'd againſt his piety which thus 
Sequeſtred from's malignant dult and us 
That'p»reft ſoule, which up to Heay'n was gone 
In holy raptures of Devotion: 

Whea ere we judg'd him to be ſad or dull 


 *Twas abſence but no heavineſſe of ſoul.. 


He 


(16) 
He was 2 fudy'ng whilſt he here did ſtay 
Onely to make choice of a dying Day”. 
And 'twas nq wonder, he 4iſpatch'd {o ſoon, 
Who gocs.withth'Sun, ſhall come to Heav'n at noop. 
"Twas not too ſopy to.goe when God did call, 
His frutt was ripe before his. flow'r did fall. 
Anzels could not tog ſoon their. Hooks here bring, 
"Tis ever Harveſt, where there's ſuch a Spring. 
He ſaw but /:ttle ;diflik'd:xore: the-world 
Unſetled, alwayes roundabout him hurld ; 
To fixe thete:, were not: to ſtand ſtill but. reel ; 
Who would live to: be broake on ſuch a wheele 3 
Yet did he try Towne ,Conntry, and did ſee 
Some Reliques of an Univerſity : 
But nought could forcerhis ſtay: much more he might 
Have ſeen, but ſtroveto be at home ere night : 
And now no-wonder it ſuch Flow'rs do fade 
Set in ſo /eaz a loyle, ſo colda ſhade. 
As is the barrg@:world that's here below : 
No (uch faire flow'rs on ſuch foule dune-hils grow. 


Juſt 


(17) 
Juſt b/owne he was when Heay'ns all-ſearching eye 
In love with's beazty and his fragrancie , 


Streight plucks himup, and gives him this new name , 


A Saint inth' Boſome of bleſt Abraham. 

This is his name, And now whom I before 
Did love and honos7, I muſt learne t'adore. 
He now has happ'ly chang'd his mortall ſtate, 
And 'twas his emmnlation , not his Fate: 
That Death fo early call'd a ſoule ſo chaſte, 
Argues his :5mely ripeneſſe, not it's haſte. 
It was my happinefſe when I could call 
Him fred, not ſtartled at a Funeral : 
But ſince 'tis more his bliſſe thus to acquaint 
Himſelfe with Angels, canoniz'd a Saint 
By Death's owne hand, I muſt zſteeme it more 
To be his vot'ry now, then friend before 
He was not borne for us, alas we muſt 
Not thinke ſuch Fewels ficted for our truſt 
His Goodneſſe was our lofie, Heav'n often ſpares 
Leſſe bleſſings for a greater terme of yeares : 

D 


(1$} 

We meaſure Coodlives not by yeares but houres, 
"Tis »»uch that we can{ay , he once was ours : 
That we once ſaw him is enough to boaſt : 
And 'tis the nobleſt bragge to ſay we've loſt, 
And yet we have not loſt our Saint, unleſle 
In an #ternity of Happineſle. 
We well may loſe owr ſelves in thinkiug how 
Heav'n is ſo mindfall of poor things below , | 
As lend us ſo long his (weet preſence , when 
It ſclfe thus picks him out from other men . 

SO when the Glorious eye of Heav'n doth goe 
To view the wonders which we call below 
We uſe to fay he ſets and falls, when there 
He's no leſſe high or bright then he was here : 
His courfe is one,and Conftaxt , though we call 
What our owne Nat rall darkneſſe is, his fall 
Hee's not of life, but we of him bereft, 
The ſorrows we have found, thoſe he has left 
Going tot all the morning, now at Ever 


We ſee him ffep over the Grave to Heaven. 
All 


(19) 

All joy to thee in Heav'n (bleſt ſoul!) whil'ſt we 
Here weep and groan and pray to reſt with thee, 
Tis not thy fate that we thy friends bemoan, 
Tis not thy death, not thy loſle but our owy, 
Wenee'r ſhall fd our joies again 'till we 
Can die and loſe our griefs in Heav'n with thee. 

But wediſturb thy ſacred duſt, now cloſe 
Wrapt up ſecurely in a ſweet repoſe. 
We not ſo prize thy ſoul, as hope to b»y 
It back by th' cheap expences of an eye. 


Why ſhould'ſt chou now trom all thy joyes deſcend, 


Unbleſſe thy ſelfe, ſo to rebleſſe thy friend? 

When we'd enjoy thee next, twill be a light 
Task for thy ſake to bid theworld Good-night, 
We eaſ'ly {hall paſſe through the Grave and death 


 Tocome to thee, we'll run quite out of breath, 


Such pious journeys ſtill ſucceſlefull be, 
He's {ure to goto Heav'# that comes to thee, 


Mors iter ad vitam. 
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CANNANAANAANANANAAANAANANAN: 
An-EPIiT APH on the ſame. 


Ske you, what's by this Marble meant? 
Thus ſaid the ſoul, which hi way went, 
Friend, I am gore, 
There nothing lies but duſt and ſtone: 
Would'ſt thou be here? : 
Step in and leave thy body there. 
Why at the door 
Do'ſt ſtand and talk? I'm far before 
Would'ſt be where 1 
Now happy reſt> Diſpatch and de 
So ſhalt thou be 
That in thy ſelfe, thou ſeek'{t in me. 
Strike through this foxe, make haſt to taſt & know, 
What I enjoy, but cannot #ell thee now. 
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Another. 


Nock not, but enter, why do'ſt tear? 
His aſhes ſeep, his ſoul's not here. 
V Vhat here thou ſee'ſt, this brearhleſſe duſt 
Liv'd ſeav'nteen yeares, Chaſt, Good, and Fuſt. 
VVhen here it cou!q no better be, 
'T went home ro Immortallity, 
This Grave, which by its death became 


The ſole ſurviver ofthe * yame, being Ar 
VVas leftits Heir, *till that day when ———__ of the 


Theſe aſhes ſhall revsve againe; 
And up to thoſe bleſt manſions ſore, 
VVhither the ſoul went /one before. 


